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Preface is as often an Excuſe for Ignorance, as Dedica- 
tions an arrant Piece of Flattery. My Faults are too 
many to excuſe, and I am ſo far wanting in the Arts of Adu- 
lation, that had I a Patron] ſhould not know how to abuſe 
jim: I cannot plead the Importunity of Friends, nor, even, 
mdeed, my own dear Vanity, in behalf of theſe Trifles ; for 
don't know, that three Men in the three Kingdoms ever ſaw 
em; and my own Opinion is ſo indifferent, that I ſhall be 
much more ſurpriz'd if any one Body likes 'em, than if they 
we condemn'd by the whole World. They were many of em 
writ at Sea; ſome in the Eaſt, and ſome in the Weſt-Indies, 
ua perfect Diverſion, and as an honeſt Man wanted to give 
Notice where the Beſt of theſe Sort of Writings may be had, I 
thought they might du well enough to tack an Advertiſemens 
too. My Bool {eller has more of em, ſuch as they are, I haus 
left em intire'y to himſelf, to do by em às he pleaſes ; and as I 
im ſecure from all Laughter, by being unknown ; ſo I fear not 
being found out, like Solomon's Harlots, by ſeeing my off | 
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For the Same. 

On the Commonality. 
The Wiſh. 
The Uneaſmeſs of Love. 
To a very young Lady. 
To Silvia. 
On a Retir'd Liſe. 
To Delia, complaining of ber FEED 4 Song. 

J Silvia: In Imitation of Shakef 


Deſire of Novelty; writ at the "Oe of Good-hope, 5 


\ To Myra. 

On a Heathen raue. 
To Silvia. 
To the Same. 4 V 
To Myra: In Imitation of Skakeſpear: 
To Meſſalina. . 

To Myra. 
To Orontes. 
To Phillis. A Song. 
Toa Lady, flo, on a n 
To Silvia. 

To Phillis. A on 0 
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"CIS Abies, with thy guady Trains 

D * Of Pride, Pomp, Luxury, c | 

e 

Which wretched Mortal, five with 0 | 

| much Pais ES 

wo 10 get and "ole their Hedlths, to pleaſs' 

WOE TON their Wills: page 

Tormenting Rage when airy Fancy flies, 5 TY 92885 

Arid paints out Riches; Kin gdoms, Mon; ſrebies, 3 

5 The hearing Beat, ates oy 1 
Gand gain no Reſt, g ot ib tir V7 3% 

bung labouring Thoughts any BETTE 8 

Of airy Honour, airy PraiſdG. 

Thus whilſt che Beggar ſwells with empty State, 

And the fir d Soul would in it ſelt be great Wu 94401 


E Arbe abject Body feelsa wretehed Fate. 
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HOST how foolifharethe Pins we take; | SL 
To gain the Trifle that is now in Views 2 ton 
With how mach Guit ths Geaid Traſh werake; Ifrbes 
5 Leer cop e eee e Jos in 
That ieuree poſſeſt the dul again,. I we 
9 Mounts in a ne and higher Strain: To dr 
The ſo much long' d for joy has loft its Taſte, Wher 
And we, withequal Toil, atter new Viſions haſte; : For o 


Unhear'd, 'unpitied, for one Moment eall; 
Reſoly d to Duſt, and our firſt poor Original, 
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Till in the vain Fohcuit we hated wh \ 4 (6 ? ; ; Strip! 


How faint the Plealures guilty Agions bring! 
How ſhort their Darance, and how harp their Sting! 
.. Nepeated Ils muſt gain us Reſt; 1 
New Schemks of Folly fill the Breaſt: | 
Hoy 1180 and Recolleckion, Daggers brot. 
"Tis Death, the Aſhesat paſt Ills to moves 75 
Yet Conſcienee, the dread Judge twixt Gooland ts | E: 
We p metimes ridetriumphant o er the W — 
e could we ſee the vicious Soul, 
$4 | Amidſt a thouſand Tortures rqul: Annett 101 
Behold the dreadtul Conflict that's within 
The juſt and true Reward of wilfulSins, .... . 
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Sure we ſhould die to think what Wretches we — 


N 7 lot 

7 e For the 1 1085 N | 
MB1TI0Ns; ble, great Deſire;  - I Aller 20 
The purer Part of heavenly. Ts 

Come warm my Bregſt, aud let om ſewn: 5 

What * e by * 


n | £ 7 

7 _ ort 3 bn _ 0 

I Where ſwiftly done, e e nal 
Ito my ſelf alone wou'd owe, 
The Source from hence my lonours fla ,? ; 

5 or in the brave Attempt, Idloſe eden not uo 

IA worthleſs Life, which none wou xd chooſe, - r 

: To drag inleathed Miſery, e e * <au2 iP 

When one bold Stroke will "25 "= 2M En k 

For once reſolv Death ſoon appears. e 

Stript of th eee RCA 6. n 0 ght ., 
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On the Conmondry, * 155 
EN of 3 
Dully content rodrudgeas they begun 3 
No Hopes of future Greatneſs ever warms, yas 10 
Richesand Honour, bwre rich them no Charms; | nA. 
The beaten Path which their Forefathers trod. 
2 ls by the Sons ſtill made the conſtant Road; 7 been oN 
I nur' d to Toil, they ſweating earn their Food, | 


Content to live in Pain, and 83 Good. 
2 * „ „ Frapne 8 1 * 
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The Wit, 


E gentle Winds, propitious . | MV fi 
Be kind, and fill our flagging Sails; 

8 Andwaftus to the wiſh'd-for Shore, 
And thou great Power, who doſt command 
The Winds, the Skies, the Seas, and Land. 

aan Trembling doadore; 81 
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O grant we may our wiſt'd-for Port obtain) N 
F ree from py ratick * ad Texrors of bean: | 
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TH E Seas cali, this Sky laces,” | - - 
Our Hopes are bold, nor do we tear, ira 
The Ocean's finooth enticing Face: #1 5 ; 
The Surges riſe and Winds do ww 
And Mountain Waves from nothing grow rh 
| Deceitful Mirrour, fatal Glaſs! ? 
That Power which late we did with Scorndeſpiſe; 
We now — 2 trembling Hands and Eyes. 


Vain Men, that onyour Knowledge do _ 

And make the Sciences your Friend; 

Who pride ſo much your knowing Souls 

You vvhoſe long Life cant e. a Part 

Of any Science, any Art. | 
Know thata aghtyGody your W x controul; ; 

A God revenging what you laugh at moſt; | 
Who made _ NE Fre ws and * coy what en ns 
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The Veg uſe EL 8 In Imitation Ta 


Shakeſpear. | 


* Bed, which once, the ſofteſt Seat of Reſt, 
Calm'd all my Thoughts, and ſmootly'd my trop 
[bled 2 


ow fight of Toil denies me ſoft ei 
And props my wearied Eyesforbidding them to cloſe; 
Staring at Darkneſs, yet methinks I ſee, 
fair ſott Image, repreſenting thee; 
«| Rn re Which 
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Which like the Diamond, ſds a fironger Light; 


Help'd by the Shades, and Darkneſs of the Night: 
Thus tireſome Labour takes up all the Day, 


At Night thy beauteous Form ſteals all my Reſt away, 


No wonder then my haggard Looks declare, 
Their inward Motion, and inteſtine War; 


J When the Day Labours with the Night, don 'tceale, 


aft, 


nich 


But rather help to aggravate my Peace; 


| Hard Fate when Night and Day together Jon, 


And leave their Enmity to fill up mine: 


| to the Light thy beauteous Image 4 58 
At Night the Stars thy ſoft Idea raiſe: 


| Thus the lon g Day no Eaſe my Sorrows find, 


And Darkneſs helps thoſe Gries which it in Peace ſhou'd 
; 2 find. 
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Fin thy Youth ſuch wondrous Wit appears, 
If ſo much Beauty reigns in fourteen Years, 
If we admire the now but budding! Roſe, | 
What Beauties will the full blown Flower diſcloſe ; 
When ripening Time ſhall mellow every Grace, 
ind add new Luſtre to thy lovely Face; 
For if that Face: does now like Infant Light, 
With rifing Beauties hurt the wondring ſight ; 
Who'll dare to look on thy meridian Height, | 
When the collected Rays together meet, 3 
jad what before but warm 0 - . be immoderat] Heat ? 
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| N20 738 oc cn for 
FRO 0 9 ilvia. 771 1 74724 ä Cor 
u vain SON gs of old TI Siebte hg 
| A Grecian Beauty, or a ten Years n 
Paris hid otherwiſe beſtow'd the Prize, 
Had he beheld the Fire of Silvia's Eyes; 
And all the Tales by ancient Bards are told, 
Of Beauties caſt in Nature's faireft Mould; 


kad to your Witand lovely Form given place, 9 


And they in Silence had admir'd your Face; Grace. 
F or Weck, cou'd n ne er 9 8 reach d to 1 one 21 
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HAT Lak 8 with Contest not bleſt, 

And Heaps of Gold charms not the Miſer's Breaſt; 
| Whilſt what we do poſſeſs no Joy does give, 
For that we cannot reach, we toil and live; 
With eager Steps provoke the weary Chace, 

Whilſt a gay Cloud deludes the fond Embrace; 3 | 4 
Txon- like, we fall by juſt Decree, © © | 


We court the Dangers which we plainly ſee, 


s 54 
— 
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And n ruſh away from aſe and Liberty. 8 
Happ x are choſe that ed Bait, pk, 5 My r: 
The gilded Snares which on all great ones wait; And: 
Altho therifing Palace ſooths the Soul. Point 
Our Painsthe ſhining Azure can t controul, P bat 
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hen heaving Throbs the tortur d Boſom rends, 


dab d with the Gout or Cholick, then in vain” 


Not ſour'd with ought that can their Bliſs —— 
where Each ſoft Moment isa Heaven of Joy, 
keighten d by juſt * nod whicheannorerclo 


LENI 
or add one Moment to the little Span- 
of Lite alotted to that Wretch a Man; | 
For whilſt we ſwell amidſt new Scenes of Art, 
Corroding Sorrows will command a Part, 


V, 
Taz low I Chariot will noteaſe the Grief,” 


fora Child's Loſs or ſend the kaſt Relief; edi Lt 


The brawny Slavesthat carelefs hang behind, 
But poorly cure the wretched jealous Mind ; 


Our Gold and Grandeur prove but helpleſs Friends; 


For Baſe we to the uſeleſs Droſs complain; 


Or 3 humble Life to lead. 


Where no barb d Steeds in pompous Splendour read; 3 
where Pride and Grandeur $ utterly unknown, 


And each juſt Pair's contented with their own ; 
Where happy Eaſe and Sweet Contentment lives, 
and Heaven in Store its quiet Bleſſings gives; 


Tris my lov'd Fair is al I with to taſte, 
Whilſt my fond Arms encircled round thy Waſte; 
My raviſh'd Eyes on thine for ever dell, 
And my fond Heart the wondrous Secrets tell; 


| Point how the gaudy Flowers catch the Eyes, 
bat ſeveral Ways the genial Sap does riſe; 
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Shew how:the painted Tulip ſweetly blows, s 
And whence the Colours of the ſcented Roſe; . -: |... 4 
W hilſt both in thy air Face their blended Sweets compoſe. 


T HIS, my dear Girl, mull 5 a * Task. | 
And this, ye Powers, is all on Earth Lask; | 


From the miuuteſt Thing the Godhead raiſe, - 
And in the ſmalleſt Inſect read his Praiſe; On ng ab 


Whilſt round yon azure Vault my Thoughts ſhould — 8 


Where rouling Worlds for ever form their Way; 

Where mighty Orbs i in wondrous Circles moves | 

And tuneful Spheres join Harmony and Love; 

ill loſt in Wonder on thy lovely Breaſt, .. ,-. 

My finking Soul ſhould find its peaceful Net liel. J 
Pleas d more than Art can pleaſe and beyond Language | 


1 . 


en 


WE to + # 


To Delia — of has cn. 2 ot 
4s ON 


oY Deli, why muſt 1 SY 
And yet never hope to obtain, 
In Return for my Paſſion to you, 
One Look that may flatter my Pain? 


O, why was thy Face made ſo Fair; 
Thy Wit and thy Shape ſoGenteel 2 
Or, why art thou prais'dev'ry where, 
To add to the Tortures I feel? 


o 4 
71 
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5 1 1 
; © Bur Delia's grown proud of her 3 e 5 10 
And ſcorns her poor Swain that adores; N bill 
For ſhe'sa conſulting her _ AJ \ 
Whilſt he her loſt Mercy . 1 i | 
[Sour Shepherd more happy tat: | iy — 
Is bleſt with your kindeſt Returns; _ yy ET ; 1 
Whilſt in vain to each Willow ſigh, | | 
And hopeleſs my Paſſion ſtill burns. | 
Go, beautiful Cruelty,” — : 
Tho! you laugh at the Fate of your Swain; > - 0 
| © Toolateyou repenting may know; 5 „ 0 
| Y What you loſt by your baughty Diſdain, | | 
er if ſo much Pity you have, e | =_ 
As to ſee me laid low in the Ground „ 1 
or drop one poor Tear on my Grave, © 8 i 
*T'will cancel the Cauſe of my Wound; _ — dl 
F > 2 FL ** * > R ji 
To Silvia: In Imitation of Shakeſpear. - . 
T2 when by Fortune, and by Man diſgrac d, L 
Thrown from thoſe, eee nes by Folly 
27 5 d 
Alone, with furious Ories, 1 vent N Grief,” 
And trouble Heaven in vain for my Relief; 
In vain my wiſhes not upheld by Fate, | 
I To beg this Likeneſs, or that Man's Eſtate; 1 
VT. a 15 | & | De- : 


£14]. 


Deſiring Arts and Sciences from Heaven, 4 
| Already not content with what is given; 5 
4 W hilſt theſeuneaſy Thoughts roul in my Mind, | Ak 


I haply think on thee, and there I find 

Eaſe; which like Light above the Eaſtern Hills, 
My Mouth with Songs, my Soul with Rapture fills; 
Straight all corroding Thoughts are fore daway, 
Thy Sun of Beauty brightens all the Day; 
Diſpels the Clouds, and ſets each Motion free, 
And Kings not envied when I think on thee, | 


FI 


ad. —_ „ _—_ 
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Writ at the Cape of Cooktops 


I N vain l viſit both the Poles, - 
And fail beneath the Sun's hot W 
Or ſeek the Shore where Ganges rouls, 
Into the Sea his W Streams. 


Nor Africk's Shores could me affright, 
Where Nature's Walls the Occan bound; 
Whilſt I beheld with ſtrange Delight, 


The liquid Hill and dreadful Sound. | | 


= Wurcn Bang herdiſinal deep. down Shores 
1 The foaming Billows Fury makes; | | 
| Whilſt in her Sides old Oceanroars, 
And Nature's hollow Fabrick ſhakes; © - © 
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To 1 


; 1 


To MYRA. 


je TER © hw men my Bed, 
With aking Heart and troubled Ha $103 is | 
Striving if poſſible to find W 8 0 
| A Way to drive you from my Mil 
But ſtill the more I try d and ſtrove, 
Il found my ſelf the more in Love; | 
I And what was worſe, I knew not when, |» 
or where to meet with you again; 1% | 
To bleſs my Eyes with thatdear Face, FI vt; . 
Where every Beauty, every Grace 
Where every Form that Mer Nature, rene eta © \ 
can joyn to make a charming Creature; 310 N 
In juſt Proportion ſweetly mee tea. I 
And every Eye with Pleaſure | greets, Ne tc 1 ji 


| Yourculing Looks on Forehead high, - of 
Out-rival Fer and Ivory; ; Fa | I 
Two charming Brows compoſe two Arches, 2 | i 
Where Love in Triumph ever marches ; | y = 

And from thence with ſure Surprize, 

Kills by the Cannon of your Eyes: 

JYour Noſe the Knomon to your Face, 

Niſes with ſuch a gentle Grace; 

Pers on might have ſcorn'd his Art, 

d form'd from yours that beauteous Part: 

our lovely Cheeks for ever glow, 

To Pike Roſes mix d with new-fall'n Snow : 

| C 2 -. 
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But then your Lips are ſo inviting, 

We cannot kiſs'em without biting; 

So red, ſo ſoft, ſo plump, and fair, 

They like Bean Bloſſoms ſcent the Air: 
Your Mouth fo ſweetly form'd it ſees, 

As Nature made you by Extreams ; | 
And then the Muſick of your Tongue, * 
Excells whatever Syrens ſung : | 
Yet if tis poſſible to be, 

Your Chin out-does i in Symmetry. © 


WI HAT is't this wondrous Pile ſupports, 
A Neck where every Grace reſorts; 
Not Marble Pillars can appear, 

Half ſo round, ſo white, ſo fair; 7 
Two inowy Breaſts their Heads do raiſe; : 
Where wanton amorous Cupids play, . 
Our Hearts on pur poſe to betray : 
Beneath your Waſte by juſt Degrees, 


Grown ſmall each gazer's Eyes does pleaſe ; 
But then below Ay, there's the T HIN Gs 


Which I muſt never dare to ſing; 
Tis an unknown inchanted Shore, 
Which none but Hymen muſt explore. 


— 


Lax 
J 
4 


On 
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Or 4 Heathen, maps: 

s each peculiar Deity; is prais'd, | 
And different Altars different ways are rais d; 

oer India's Sands the wild Contagion reigns, 

Whilſt Light and Truth fill | Albion's happy Plains; 

| They without Guides trace out the hidden Way, 

Taught by i imperious Prieſts to tremble and obey; 

Whilſt we more happy led by Truth s fair Clue, 

The 3 Power through| tairer Opticks View: 


To SILVIA. 


x gentle Seraphs, who the Virtuous guard, 


Let my lov'd Silvia be your chiefeſt Ward; 


To you I now commend the charming Fair, 

And leave her to your more peculiar Care; 

Let numerous Angels watch each Step ſhe takes, 
Smooth all her Dreams, and bleſs her when ſhe tn 
Make every gloomy Minuieſwiftly fly, 

Charm each ſad Thought, and canceleyery — ks. 

And if therei is a Moment when you find, 

Her Soul to pity my poor Heart inclin d; 

Then gently, gently, all my Suff rings move, 

And tell her, that her Strephon dies for Love. 
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8 To 
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. To the Same. I our 


: MIN 5 
Ow, fair Maid, that deſerve the leaſt. 
J Of all your Lovers, tho I lovethe beſt; | 
My Paſſion burns as ſtrong and pure as theirs, 
My Heart Love's faithful conftant Livery wears; 
Not that the utmoſt that Mankind can do, 
Willeer deſerve ſo rich a Gem as you: CT 
I ownT hardly hope, but yet I wil, 
Pay you my conſtant Vows, and love you ſtill; 
Wich ardent Eyes behold your Beauties grow, - 
Admire my Chains, and hug my endleſs Woe; 
Till ſpent with loving, Iatlaſt expire, 
Victim to your hard Heart, and Martyr to Deſire, 


7 gn : 1 a f dener. a 


O Was thy ab but like 47 Face, 
| Thy Dove-like Carriage not too like rhe Glaſs; 
True, thou like that art bright, yet brittle too, 
Softer than Wax, yet like that Wax untrue; 3 
Like the pale Lilly, with the Damask join d, 
None falſer, or none fairer, can we find; 


When 


LSI. 


When you your Lips to mine with luſcious Kiſs, * 
Have joyn d, whilſt Oaths confirm ' d the panting Bliſs; 

How many ſoft Love Tales have you then told, 13 
To keep that Love you fear d was growing cold; 

Yet whilſt the Bliſs was wanton in your Mind, 

Your Vows, and Tears, and Oaths, were all but Wind. 


F —7 
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N MESSALINA. | 


o ux private Malice I with Scorn could ſee, 
But not your groſs and publick Raillery ; 
that imputed to your want of Senſe, 04314 
Put this wasowingto your Impudences | 
lalways thought your Freedoms did excel. 
What ſhould with Modeſty and Virtue dwell; * | 
But did not think your dating Front of 'Brafs, 
Would thus in Publick fuch manners paſs; WS '* 8 
, 


The Fire of your own Faults you only fan; 
nd when you think that lm your Ridicule, "ue | = 
ou, all the while, proclaim your ſelf the Fool; ne oh | | 
he World's not blind, tho you are to your Faults, n . j 
Ind by your Actions ſcan your neareſt Thoughts; 2 1 
here's not a Maid that fears to be undone, | An | 

ut does like Fate your tatling Friendſhip ſhun; t a 
four Crimes ſo many and ſo groſs appear 3 
[hat only knowing, you they juſtly e F 
lo fall beneath the Laſh, and bear an equal Share: 


en 


"£61. 
Go 8 and if't be poſſible to learn | 
Your Follies, ere they ſtretch too far Diſcern; 
Strive by your Silence to.commend your Senſe; 
Nor loſe that Little by a worſe Pretence ; 
Language in Maids too often does offend, 
When they ſay little, we the moſt commend; 
But I'd forgot, you ſcorn that virtuous Name, 
Reſolv'd toquench a curſt malicious Flame; 
And feed your Envy,” tho? you blaſt your Fame: 
I could ſay more, but tis not worth my while, 
Your Faults I now will laſh, but witha Smile; 
Be eaſy, nor, with ſo much Malice ſtrive, © 
In others little triffling Faults to dive; 
Let them alone they will not trouble you, 
Unleſs your Envy finds out ſomething new, 
Below their Scorn, below their Pity grown, 


Nay even below Contempt, your {elf you ve throvyn: 


Their Folly to thy own, in that they ve been. 
So often in your noify Preſence ſee nm 
But hence with Care will ſtrive a Path to tread, 
Which ſhall from you and all your Malice lead: 
Now I'll have done, nor ſtrive to foulmy Pen, 
Vnleſs you force me to begin again 
The Fault on my Side firſt ſball never reſt, 
If you can keep your Hatred in your Breaſt 3/ 
But if 1 muſt aſſume the angry Quill., 
And with keen Sær xx force you to be ſtill, 
I in ſuch Colours will your Crimes diſplay, 
That you ſhall even bluſn to ſee the Day; 

But now no more *till firſt I this have tryd, 
The Phyſick's half the Cure that's well apply d. 


To 


iy. in 


„ 


To MVR A. 


vs r Gold till Sager Gold alone ſubdue; 
And honeſt Arts not have the Power to move 

Riches are what the Fair {ill keep in view, | 
You ne'er without, muſt hope Succeſs in Love: 

Vain Youth, then ceaſe, nor dite thy Thoughts to raiſe; 
Amongſt ſomerural Maids thy Paſſion tell; 

Unknown, unthought of is thy humble Praiſe; 
Grandeur alone does her fair Boſom 1well. * 0 

Hard Fate that honeſt Love no Merit wears; : 

And generous Conſtancy a Fault appears, 

None now muſt hope Succeſs from Vows and Tears. 
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T o ſay, from whence the hidden Cauſe does rife; 1 
Or how a Paſſion ſœizes through the Eyes, 
From whence indifferent Faces ſhall appear 
To the fond Lover ſo divinely fair? 
Or how che Soul by Cuſtom is betray'd 
To | Now to admire and love the once hated Maid, 


D Thas 


L 22 J 
That even what we once with Horror view d, 
Shall be with an immoderate Heat purſu d? 
Or, why the Fair ſhall hate, the Lover burn? 
Again the Lover ſcorn, the Maid's Return? 
The Manadmir'd, has neither Wit or Senſe, 
And him be hated, where they both commence: 
To Thee, O! this Task is juſtly due, 
This Task thy Muſe can only keep in view 
Impetuous in pindarick Numbers ſtray, 
Form a new Path and ſmooth the unbeaten Way : 
Whilſt lowly I, thy wondrous Flights admire, 
Strive to reprint thy Steps and catch thy Fire; 
In humble Songs, Love's little Paſſions tell, 
And imitate thy great Original. 
Proud thus to copy from fo great a Hand, 


And touch thoſe Graces, you ſo well command. 


To PHILLIS. 


* x LL melov'd Phillis, tell me why, 
When fainting in your Arms, 
When loſt in the dear Extacy, 
And rifling all your Charms, 
Yet you doubting, cry my Dear, 
O! youdonotloyel fear, 


How 


E 


- 


How can you Cruel, doubt my Love, 
Or think I'll prove unkinld —_ 

When o'er Love's pleaſant Fields I rave 
My Phillis ſtill T find; 

Willing to inſtruct her Boy, 

In the dear ſoft tingling Joy. 


Y Penn ars your Knowledge may have ſhewn, + 


How falſe Mankind can be, 
But Ias yet have never known 
The Guilt of Perjury; 
Content with thee alone to live, 
And give thee all thatI can give, 


Ir faulty in the pleaſing Game, 
Through Ignorance I may prove, 

Yet willing to improve my Flame, 
T ll better learn to love. 

My Leſſon I'll each Mora repeat, 

Nay, oft at Noon leſt I forget. 


FT] + 


—_ he A 


To a Lady, playing on a Baſe-V tal.” > 


F all that know Belinda now admire, | 


If all that ſee her glow with warm Deſire, 
Who'll dare to look when different Charms combine, 
And her ſweet Voice with artful Sounds ſhall join? 


D2 


/ 
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The double * Souls muſt move, | 
And charm each trembling Fibre into Love, 
Subdue reſiſtleſs every Gazer's Heart, | 

New-ſtring her Cupid's Bow, and ſharper point his Dart; ? 

For who unmov'd can hear the tuneful Strings, 

When to her Baſe the lov d. Belinda ſings ? 


AN you not Silvia, in my Eyes, 


Read what my Heart would lay Ee 


Or lee my Paſſion by thoſe Sighs, 
| e force their Way ? 


Mx Fear even choaks 1 diſtant Sound, 


That ſhould my Torture tell; 
And when 1 would diſcloſe wy Wound, 
My taultrin Words rebel, 04 33 


SURE your muſt ſee how much I love, 
Vet play a cruel Part; 
Reſolv'd my Conſtancy to prove, 
| And deeply probe 1 wy Heart, | 


Too ſtricly Virtuous you appear, 0 
For Modeſty allows; 
To diſſipate a Lover's Fear, 
It he with Honour vows. 


To SIL VI A. 


C 0 N- 


? 


o N- 


[25] 


| ConrinM his Choice'and bd him live, 8 


To hope for juſt Returns; 2. bred fene 
That Time may to his Paſfion g give, „Aon 
The Joy for which beburng,” 0d 97! 


* H I E E I Ses al 


11 L 18 e, young * gay, | | 
Thus to her Mother ſaid; or gn 7 


| Mamma, how long isit I prays” > 0 10 ff 
That I muſt live a Maid ? 790 lis V 7 
11s, when I ſee a well-dreſs'd Beau, 
But one poor Look I give, 
Your frowning Looks kn me ſo, 
L almoſt hate to live. 


Cons1DER, Mamma, tho' you're old, 
I yet am gay and young 
My amorous Bloodisfar frora cold, 
And very quick my Tongue. 


— 


"THEN, 


5 8 


THEN; can you think, my Youth . 
Such hard Reſtraints as thoſe? 1 
Inclin'd to Red, you know my 8 
And very large my Noſe. 1 


THEREFORE beware the Love-lick Fit, 
A Husband ſoon P 

Leſt I ſhould prove, a willing Tit, 
And let ſome EY” e 


„ 


On the 2 of a cou a 


HE vided Fancies of. the learned Quill, 

Tell of ſtrange Wonders; ſweet Parnaſſus Hill, 
Caſtalia's Well, the Heliconian Spring, il 
en Valleys, where the Muſes ling. 


ApMIRED Tales another Story yields, 
Of pleaſant Tempe, and th' Elan Fields: 
Yet theſe are nothing to the Sweet that dwells | 
Inlow-built Cottages, and Country Cells. 


O!] thrice, thrice happy he, who ſhuns the Cares, 
Of City Troubles and of State Affairs! 
And ſerving Cares, tills with his own Team 
His own free _ left by his F riendsto him. 


O] bleſt is he, who tir'd wich his A, 

Far from all Noiſe, all vain Applauſe, prepares 

To go, and underneath {ome ſilent Shade, 
Which neither Cares, nor anxious Thoughts invade. 


Does 


2 


Does for a while himſelf alone poſſeſs; M67, ; 
Changing the Town for rural Happineſs. 3 


W ao could be ſo unkind as to perſwade 
That I ſhould e er for ſake my Country Shade? 
Such Joys I needs muſt love, and ſhould be glad 
At thoſe delightful Rivers to be ſtay d. 
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The 2 Adventures of the Couritde Vineril 
The Prude, in three Parts Compleat. 
The Recruting Officer. 

The Orphan. 

Love for Love. 

The Careleſs Husband. 

Virgil's Traveſtie. 

The Compleat Seedsman. 28 : * { 
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